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Day | - James Hetfield 


Author's Notes: 
This is the longest thing | have written in a long time, | hope you all enjoy! 


Basically this is a story about highschool, with each chapter being told by a different person. There is ships in 
here, and in later chapters there will be smut. I'm hoping this will be a long fic, and I'm hoping | can write it 
good with no loop holes or anything. Please leave a review cause it makes me motivated =3 but all in all just 


enjoy =D 


"James! Wake up! You're going to be late!" 


James Hetfield slowly opened his eyes, groaning a little before he closed them, falling back into sleep almost 


i nstantly. 


"JAMES HETHELD!" His mother burst into his room, wielding a spatula and looking murderous. James sat up in a 
flash, eyeing his mother warily. She gave him the stink eye. "This is the last time I'm waking you up in the 
morning. You're on your own from now on" She huffed out, throwing James one last dirty look. James sighed, 


throwing off his bed covers and swinging his feet onto the floor. 


"Great. Just great," he muttered to himself, wading through his mess of a room, past his guitars and posters 
and piles of clothes, towards the bathroom. 


He stood in front of the mirror, yanking a brush though his hair, wincing and hissing as he ripped through the 
tangles. He then splashed water on his face and hurriedly rinsed his teeth with mouthwash, hoping it would fool 
his mom into thinking he brushed his teeth. 


He went downstairs, grabbing a plate of eggs and gobbling them down at record speed while his mother 


watched with an exasperated expression. He went to grab his shoes and she followed him. 


"You know James, if you got up earlier, you wouldn't have to rush like this." He replied back without looking up, 
focused on lacing his shoes tight. 


"| know mom, l'm sorry, I'll try to get up earlier.” He stood and grabbed his skateboard off the wall next to 


him. 


"You'd better do more than try, cause you're on your own now. I'm sick of waking you up." James held back an 


eye roll. 


"I know mom, you already said. Can | go now? I'm running late." She looked him up and down, taking in his hole- 


ridden tank top, his skinny jeans, his worn out sneakers and frazzled hair. 
"Don't you need your book bag?" She asked him, shaking her head slightly. James looked a little sheepish. 
"| left it at school last year." His mother sighed. 


"Just go James. Try not to be super late?" James nodded, slipping past her and going out the door, giving her a 


wave goodbye. 


He skated to school on the main road, zipping past the diner and ice cream shop, the new fancy indoor 


swimming pool, and the movie theater. 


He turned left onto a residential street and skated for a while, almost eating shit more than once due to the 


crappy sidewalk. 


Finally he turned onto a lesser road that took him directly to school. To his surprise, people were still milling 


about outside, which meant he wasn't late. 


He hurried inside, not wanting to talk with anyone except his close and small group of friends, none of which 


stood around outside the front of the school. 


He soon reached his locker, throwing it open and grabbing his book bag, shoving his skateboard inside and 
shutting it with a loud BANG. A preppy cheerleader was walking past him and gave him a dirty look, which he 
gladly returned with interest. 


He spun around and started walking towards his first class, Art. He was glad he didn't have math first thing 
for the third year in a row. He was terrible at art, but loved it all the same. As he strolled down the hallway 
towards the art studio, he felt a tap on his elbow. He glanced besides him to see Lars Ulrich, his friend since 
bth grade, walking besides him. 


"Heya James! Excited for Art today? | think we are gonna be painting posters for prom! Isn't that exciting? 
Well, not prom, but the painting part. | love painting don't you?" 


Lar kept up a steady stream of chatter the whole way to class, hardly pausing to breath. James was used to 
this, and simply nodded as Lars rattled on, his mind elsewhere. 


They reached the classroom with three minutes to spare, going to the very back right hand corner and taking 
their established spots. James loved to sit in the back; it provided more time to goof off and talk, yet it also 


provided more quietness and focus power, unless of course Lars was sitting right next to you. 


"So, James, what are you going to paint?" Lars asked him, reaching down into his bag besides him on the floor 


and pulling out his homemade paint brushes. James shrugged. 


"| don't know.. | don't really want to paint anything, everyone knows | suck." He wrinkled his nose up with a 
disgusted expression. "And | don't like supporting the prom. It's the stupidest thing ever invented, right next to 
cotton candy." Lars looked up indignantly from the paper he was sketching on. 


"What the fock is wrong with cotton candy?! | swear James, every year | know you, the weirder and weirder 


you get" 


‘Its gross, and messy, and | just don't like it OK?" James watched the door swing open to reveal their teacher, 
Mr. Morrison. He looked dead on his feet as shuffled to his desk, dropping a stack of papers on it heavily. 


Lars looked up and saw him, and jumped to his feet, grabbing a project he was late on. "l'm going to hand this 
in" He informed James, who gave him a sarcastic, ‘No way.. Really??* look. 


As Lars walked away, James got up to grab his notebook from across the room. When he returned, Marty and 
Nick were standing in front of his table, standing close together and whispering to each other, giggling. James 


rolled his eyes and sat down heavily. 


"Hey, Weeb, move it, your mop is blocking my view," he said loudly, sneering at Marty when he turned around. 


Marty glared at him. 

"This is a free country Het, so shut up" 

"Make me 

"Guys!" Nick waved his hands in front of them. "Guys, stop fighting, its pointless. Can't you guys be friends?" 
"Maybe if Marty stops being such a weeb” 

"Maybe if James stops being a douche" 

Just then the minute bell rang, making them all jump. Marty threw James one last dirty look 


"IIl see you at lunch OK?" He asked Nick. "Unless you're hanging out with Mr.DoucheField" Nick sighed and gave 


James a, ‘please help me' look. 


"Yea, I'll see you at lunch." He told Marty, plopping himself in the seat in front of James. "And James isn't a 
douche." He informed Marty. Marty simply rolled his eyes and left. 


James roughly poked Nick, making Nick slap his hand. 


"What?" Nick said indignantly. "You're both my friends OK? | wish you'd get along, its not easy being both your 
guys’ friend.” He poked James back. 


"Why are you even his friend? He rude, and a weeb, and a snark" James asked him as Lars sat back down next 


to him. 
"He is not a snark!" Nick said angrily. 


“Alright class! Time to start! Face the front, stop talking.’ Mr. Morrison said, giving Nick a look. Nick turned 
around to the front, giving James a ‘we'll talk about this later’ look 


"Today you'll all be painting posters for prom. This years theme for prom is Rock'n'Roll, so please theme your 
poster accordingly. The prom is only for seniors this year, because last year SOMEONE decided to set roaches 


loose." 


The whole class giggled and started whispering to themselves, reliving the incident. Nick turned around to face 


James and Lars. 


"Remember how much trouble Dave was in?" He asked, giggling a little to himself. James nodded, trying not to 


chuckle. Lars sat with a stony expression on his face. 


"| focking hate cockroaches, AND Dave. He's an asshole, he knew | hated cockroaches. He did it just to piss me 
off" Lars angrily snapped his pencil in half, making James and Nick snort with laughter. He looked indignant. "Its 
not funny!" He spat. 


"Guys settle down back there!" Mr. Morrison snapped. James and Nick stifled their giggling, once again paying 


attention. 


‘lm glad Dave is only a Junior and can't go." Lars whispered to James as Mr. Morrison began to explain how to 


use acrylic paint, something him and James already knew how to use. 


"Aww, don't you think that's a little harsh? He's not bad all the time." Lars looked at him like he was crazy and 
shook his head a little. 


"What ever you say James." 


After Art James and Lars split up in the hall, making plans to meet at lunch. As he walked down the hall 
towards his next class, Theater, he saw Slash and Axl making out in broad daylight, people swerving around 
them and giving them looks. 

He rolled his eyes and walked up to them, poking Axl in side, making them both jump and look at him angrily. 


"What do you want James, can't you see we're busy?" Axl asked him, pressing Slash closer to him and kissing 


him again. 


"You guys don't need to make out right in the middle of the hallway ya know." James said, but Slash just 
flipped him off. James rolled his eyes yet again and continued down the hall. 


After a couple of minutes he reached the theatre room, located between the gym and lunch room. He walked 


in a minute before class started. 

"James! Over here!" 

James turned to see a smiling face framed by long blonde hair beckoning him. As he got closer, he realized it 
was Robin Zander, a kid he knew but never really hung out with. He didn't know anyone in the class so he 
smiled back at him and sat down next to him on the floor beneath the stage. 

"Hey Robin, how's it going?" He asked in a friendly manner. 


‘I'm real excited to have this class cuz | haven't had Dio as a teacher yet and | heard he's cool." 


Suddenly they heard Dio's voice out in the hall. 


"Maybe if you weren't LATE ALL THE TIME DAVE" Dio marched into the class, a timid looking Dave Mustaine 


following him in. 


"Now go sit some where and shut up." Dio snapped, marching to the front. Dave quickly glanced around before 
plopping himself besides James. He was wearing a ratty Ghostbusters T-shirt with black jeans, his hair a 


rumpled mess. 


The rest of Theater was uneventful, except Dave shooting looks at James while they recited their parts of the 
script, for reasons unknown to him. 
After Theater was lunch, so James hurried to the lunch room, only to be yanked back into the theatre room 


by Dave. James angrily turned around. 
"What the fuck do you want Dave? l'm late and in a hurry today." Dave looked surprised. 


| was wondering if you wanted to hang out or something." Dave shuffled his feet nervously and brushed some 


of his bright orange hair out of his face. James snorted. 


"Why in the world would | wanna hang out with you?" He said snarkily, glancing at the clock in impatience. Dave 


looked hurt, but quickly wiped his face clean of emotion before James saw. 
It was just an idea man, but | forgot you're such a douche, | don't wanna hang out with you now.” Dave 


stomped on James foot before running out, making James swear loudly right as Dio and Ozzy the principal 
walked in. 


"Careful with the words Hetfield, now scram." Ozzy said, him and Dio chuckling a little as James threw him a 
dirty look. James walked down the hall towards the lunch room, muttering under his breath about Dave. 


He saw Robin again in the lunch line, along with Cliff, Lexxi, and Kirk He got his food and went to his table, being 
followed shorty after by Cliff. 


"Yo James.. Where's Uli?" He said, picking up a carrot off his tray and snapping it in half with his teeth. James 
shrugged, stirring his Shepherds Pie to cool it down. 


"We made plans to hang out at lunch but | don't see him anywhere." James scanned the room. "But look, 


there's the bubblegum whore with his trophy wife." Cliff snorted into his milk before following James’ gaze. 


Sure enough, he saw Sebastian Bach strolling across the room, blowing bubble after bubble with his gum, his 


shy boyfriend of 3 years, David Ellefson, following him. 


"Does he ever NOT have gum in his fat mouth?" Cliff asked James, before spotting Lars at the very end of 


the lunch line. He leaped up and went to him, leaving James alone at the table. 


He wasn't alone for very long however. Sebastian suddenly sat down at the table, David following him a second 


later. 


"Yo, you're sitting in Cliff and Lars' spots." James informed them without looking up from his pie. Sebastian 
shrugged, grinning. 


"Sucks to be them doesn't it?" He threw an arm around David and hugged him closer. "Heya James, did you 


hear? There's a new office lady. Except | heard its a man" 
David giggled. "Well he wouldn't be an office LADY then" Sebastian giggled and kissed his nose. 
"He does have an girly name though, Alice Cooper, | think. Who the fuck names their son Alice?" 


"Probably the same people that steal other peoples lunch spots." Cliff suddenly said. Cliff had arrived, carrying 
Lars bridal style. "Beat it Bubbleboy." He nudged Sebastian with his foot to get him to move. 


"Only if you agree to go ona double date with me and David on Saturday.” Cliff rolled his eyes. 
"No thanks. I'd rather go home and smoke." 
"Hey, | think a double date sounds like a cool idea" Lars said. "Don't | get a say?" Sebastian smirked. 


"Apparently you don't. Just another reason why l'm a better boyfriend than Cliff any day." He gave David 
another peck, making him blush. 


"You are a pretty great boyfriend." David giggled. 
Cliff rolled his eyes. 


"Just move it, my arms hurt" Sebastian and David obliged, and Cliff placed Lars on the bench, sitting next to 


him a moment later. 


"FINALLY" Lars exclaimed, heartily digging into his food. The was a lull in conversation then, as they all were 
busting eating. 


"Hey look at that, Dave's all alone again" David pointed to the far right corner of the lunch room where Dave 


sat, completely alone at his table. 
"Serves him right after last year" Lars huffed. 


"Hey, he's been my friend since we were still in our cribs." David said, standing up. "I'm gonna go sit by him. 


Are you coming Baz?" Sebastian nodded. 

"Course | am, I'm sticking with you." He kept and and followed him. 

"Jesus Christ | hate Baz" Cliff said after they had left. James looked up curiously. 
"| thought you guys were friends." He asked, a little surprised. 


"We are. | just hate the way him and David are. Reminds me how sucky of a boyfriend | must be." Lars 


slammed his fork down. 


Cliff Burton shut the fuck up, you are an amazing boyfriend" He stood and dumped his tray. "Now come on, 
let's go make out by the basket ball court 


Cliff grinned at him. "Sure." 
Lars turned to James. "And you, sir, need to get someone." James looked confused. 
"What do you mean?" 


"All your friends have boyfriends or girlfriends. You're behind James, go get someone, so you don't feel left 
out all the time." 


"| don't feel left out!" But as he watched Cliff pick Lars up in a hug and carry him away, he couldn't help but 
feel envious and yes, left out. He sighed and scanned the room again. His eyes fell on Dave, now alone again. He 
was picking at his food, looking miserable. 

‘| wonder if Dave feels the same way? James thought to himself. Him and Dave had been friends since 4th 


grade, but had drifted apart after Dave got held back in Tth grade. James watched him for a moment before 
shaking his head and standing up, dumping his tray and heading for his next class. 


As he walked down the hall towards his next class, he ran into Robin, who had the same class with him again. 
‘Oh man, | love Music Class. | hope the new teacher is cool." Robin said as they walked into the band room. 


"Jimi used to work at the guitar shop man, he's amazing! This class is going to fucking rock" James informed 


him as they sat near the back. 


"You're god damn right this class is gonna rock, even if it's just regular band class." Jimi grinned at James as 


made his way to the front as more and more students trickled into class. James grinned back at him. 


After the bell had rung, Jimi whipped out his attendance sheet. 
‘OK guys, roll call." 

"Uh, Mr-Hendrix?" Someone said, raising their hand. 

"Call me Jimi," he replied, not even looking up from his clip board. 
"| don't think I'm in the right class.. Can | leave?" 

"Of course you can. Now l'm gonna call roll, everyone shut it” 
The whispering that had been going on suddenly stopped. 

"Robin Zander." 

"Hore" 

"Axl Rose." 

"Yo" 

"Dave Mustaine." 

"Yea l'm here." 

"Lars Ulrich." 

"Hore" 

"Rachel Bolan" 

"Cheerio." Jimi looked up, giggling. 

"Who's Rachel?" A boy with long brown hair and a nose ring lifted his hand. 
lm Rachel." Jimi stifled another laugh. 

"A ‘Here’ will do." Rachel nodded. 

"Gotcha" 


"Slash." 


"Yep yep." 

"James Hetfield." 

"Presently present.” 

"Michael Starr." 

"Here" 

Jimi tossed his clipboard aside. 


"Today you all are gonna pick out a band instrument, which should take most of class, so no actual playing 


today" Everyone groaned, 


"Hey, | don't pick the rules. Now the stuffs all in the back, just grab what you want and bring it back" 
Everyone jumped up and ran to the back in order to get first pick. Axl and Lars reached the back first. 


Axl picked out the keyboard and Lars the drums. 
"For ducks sake Axl, | wanted the piano." Robin whined. Axl stuck his tongue out at him. 


James went ahead and picked out the flute, knowing he'd get made fun of, but not really caring. Dave picked 


the sax, making Robin whine again. 

"Dave | wanted the.. Wait is that a guitar?!" He ran to the very back corner of the room and pulled out a bass 
guitar. "Dang, its a bass." Rachel ripped it out from his hands. Robin huffed. "All that's left is a trumpet and a 
frikin ukulele." He grabbed the trumpet, grumbling. 


Jimi then had them sign out their instruments, and showed them how to put them together, which took until 
the end of the school day. 


"Try not to break your instruments on the first day!" Jimi warned everyone as the left the class. James saw 


everyone struggling with their cases and was smug he picked the lightest and smallest one. 


He saw Dave almost drop his sax on the floor, and decided to go help him. He grabbed one end of the case, 


making Dave jump a little in surprise. 
"Thanks for helping." Dave said as they made their way to the front of the school. 


"Yea, its no big deal." James helped him set it down carefully once they reached the front of the school. "And 


l'm sorry about the comment | made earlier today. | still like hanging out with you." Dave smiled a little at him. 


"Same here." He then saw his father pull up in his car. "Ill see you tomorrow" James nodded at him and 


watched as he climbed into the car with his sax. 
After they took off he started on his way home. 


‘Not a bad first day, if | do say so myself: 


